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Preface 


The idea for this small bundle of poetry was conceived originally 
in an old thread on /lit/ where lains had already shared some 
of their poetry, but it didn’t become anything but an idea back 
then. When | was recently browsing the bowels of /lit/ and 
stumbled upon that thread again, | decided to bring these plans 
into action, and here we are now. | am very happy with the 
great submissions we got, even though it were but few; maybe 
our numbers will prove bigger in some next iteration, but it 
matters not. Poetry is about the quality and the feelings of the 
writer, and not about the quantity of it in some obscure bundle. 
| would like to thank all contributers for their hard work and 
fantastic poetry, and | hope you as reader will enjoy it. 


—barnet 
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1 — Trial of Fears 


Luci Archer Joseph 


This petty wing warps 
the leathered handle 


In tendency to tear 
in search for strips, breaks 


By fenced angry strokes 
the iron strengthens 


Only a windward tap 
it needs to open gates 


Sinks the anchor innate 
of the rowboat 


Soaked with brine and brier 
fish idle unaffected 


A gasp for air 
but a wave’s foam 


The boat bobs alone 
just wood reflected 


2 — Haiku no. 1 


Karel IV 


The sky is crying 
Tears run down my windowpane 


Relaxing sorrow 


3 


Anonymous 


The simple song that silence sings sneaks soft across the sky. 


A single sound that speaks itself and cannot be denied. 


4 — Imagine 


barnet 


Imagine sitting under a grand maple tree, 
its bark white as snow and its leaves red as blood, 
with a stream singing its song nearby, 
serene yet lively as any. 


Imagine how the sun reflects on the water 
Imagine how the water bends itself to the bed 
Imagine how the wind breathes through the leaves 


See the river reflecting—will you too reflect? 
See the water bend and adjust—wil you too adjust? 


Hear the wind. 

It's always here, 
it always tells the truth. 
So why won't you listen? 


5 — DSL (Daylight Savings Lies) 


Karel IV 


Lampposts shine at 7:20 
Underneath the clouds aplenty 
By 5 o'clock the sun has gone 
How could time be so wrong? 


6 — The call 


Anonymous 


the man looks to the sky 
and calls to the people 
the wet street, his niche 
the growling alleys illuminated with neon 
garbage is the grass of this city 


overwhelmed 
the man shrinks 
men and women push around him 
making him insignificant 


the man pushes against the crowd 
alone 


the people are synchronized 
connected, wired 
walking to a single beat 
unknowing where the sound will lead them 
and unaware what lies ahead 
emotion means nothing 


numb to fear 

numb to pain 

numb to hate 
and numb to love 


they march to the beat 


again the man looks to the sky 


he calls to the people but 
they are enveloped in sound 
they have no reason to care 

compliance is the future 


one last time the man calls out 
but not to the people 
he calls to heaven 


he receives no answer 


he calls 
again with no answer 


the man tears rolling down his cheeks 
screams with passion 
a roaring flame 
a call of desperation 


and nothing 


the man defeated 
thrusts his body with the crowd and begins to march 
but alas 


he hears a faint whisper 
the man turns his face to the public 
and listens again 


another whisper 
a soothing brush of air 


it then develops into a voice 
a strong comforting tone 


which then grows to a call 
a mighty call, a magnificent trumpet 


which evolves into a blast 
an excruciating pain 


then cuts off 
the man looks around confused 
all the people had stopped marching 
the man realizes that they had heard it too 


all of sudden every man and every women drop to the ground 
uncontrollably 
like an anchor thrown off it’s ship 


except for the one who called 


unexpectedly the ground starts to shake 
the sky begins to split 
and the droning of the drum is ripped into halves 


the one who called rejoices and begins to dance 
tears of joy flowing freely 


he knows this is the time of salvation 
a time of happiness 
a time of exotic joy 


no longer will the people march to dullness 
but dance to a song 


